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Herbert Spencer's First Principles that he found his long-
sought method of correlating the varied trends of thought
he had assimilated into a working philosophy. His meeting
with the mind of Herbert Spencer was perhaps the greatest
single adventure in a life fraught with adventures. One
night, after long study-bouts with William James and
Francis Bacon, and after writing a sonnet as a nightcap, he
crawled into bed with a copy of First Principles. Morning
found him still reading. He continued reading all the next
day, abandoning the bed for the floor when his body tired.
He perceived that he had been merely skimming over the
surface of things, observing detached phenomena, accum-
ulating fragments, making superficial generalisations, with
everything unrelated in a capricious and disorderly world of
whim and chance. Here was the man Spencer organising
all knowledge for him, reducing everything to a unity,
presenting to his startled gaze a universe so concrete of
realisation that it looked like the model of a ship that sailors
made and put into glass bottles. There was no caprice;
everything was inescapable law. Jack was more thrilled by
this discovery than he had been at the discovery of gold on
Henderson Creek, for he knew that Spencer's monism could
never turn out to be mica.

Herbert Spencer made him drunk with comprehension.
All the hidden phenomena were laying their secrets bare.
In the meat on his plate that night at dinner he saw the
shining sun and traced its energy back through all the
transformations to its source a hundred million miles away,
traced its energy ahead to the moving muscles in his arms
that enabled him to cut the meat, and the brain wherewith
he willed the muscles to cut the meat, until with inward
gaze he saw the sun shining in his brain, both made of the
same substance, both part of each other. Herbert Spencer
had shown him that all things were related to all other
things from the farthermost stars in the waste of space to the
myriads of atoms in the grain of sand under one's foot,
and that mankind, man the individual, was just another
form of squirming, protoplasmic matter.